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Waswater, black like ebony. . . . What free-
dom, what happiness!

He shouted; 'Oh, hoi! Oh, hoi! Oh, hoi!5
He came swinging down until the turf sprang
beneath his feet. He was leader in an immortal
chase. c Oh, hoi! Oh, hoi! Away! Away!'
The scent of the bracken and the falling leaf, the
touch of the stone of the little running walls!
He had caught a cloud and swung into the
dazzling sun. Old Herries was at his side, the
moulded shoulders of the Tops were beneath his
hand, the ruffled water of the Lakes spun to the
swirl of his great strength.

4 Follow!    Follow!    Away, away! '

His father and he, masters of the air, friends
of every hill, laughing with every twist of tarn
and river, raced towards the sun. . . .

Watching the bed, they saw his body lie
motionless: the eyes stared.

Sarah's scream brought Deborah running into
the room.